



─Anne Bradstreet, “To My Dear and Loving Husband”再読
私は、1991 年立教大学文学部英米文学科に赴任して以来、22 年間、立教で
教員を勤めました。2013 年に退職後、横浜のフェリス女学院大学で 5年間教






タイトルは、「アメリカは夫婦愛から─Anne Bradstreet, “To My Dear and 





















ており、それは、17 世紀から、現在の 21 世紀まで続いていて、今現在も、ア
フガンで戦闘中です。しかも、戦争形態が様変わりして、アメリカ本土から、
人工衛星を通じて無人戦闘機を操縦しタリバーンへの攻撃を仕掛けるように














一説によれば、渡航中に、総計 100 名から 200 名前後が死亡したといいます。
当時、船で大西洋の荒波を渡る決意というのは、相当なものだったでしょう。
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父は Thomas Dudley（1576-1653）。マサチューセツ湾岸植民地の総督に 4回
選ばれる。総督というのは、今の知事のようなものだと言われていますが、実
は別の顔も持っていて、これについては後で説明します。総督選挙は、年に一






彼女は、1633 年から 1652 年の間に 8人の子供を生んでいるので、家事と育
児で大変だったと推測できるが、同時に、詩作も続けていました。






2冊目の詩集は、Several Poems Compiled with Great Variety of Wit and Learning, 
Full of Delight, as “a Gentlewoman in New-England”（『ニューイングランド
の婦人として喜び溢れる様々なウイットと教養で編集されたいくつかの詩』






































































“To My Dear and Loving Husband”
1. If ever two were one, then surely we. 
2. If ever man were loved by wife, then thee;
3. If ever wife was happy in a man,
4. Compare with me, ye women, if you can.  
5. I prize thy love more than whole mines of gold
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6. Or all the riches that the East doth hold.
7. My love is such that rivers cannot quench,
8. Nor ought but love from thee, give recompense.
9. Thy love is such I can no way repay,
10. The heavens reward thee manifold, I pray.
11. Then while we live, in love let’s so persevere










































































































































For this reason a man shall leave his father and his mother and cling to his 
wife and they shall become one fl esh. Both the man and his wife were naked 










My mother: father and mother is man and wife; man and wife is one fl esh; and 







たくいやしめられるでしょう。(Many waters cannot quench love; rivers 
cannot sweep it away. If one were to give all the wealth of one’s house for 
love, it would be utterly scorned.) (Psalm 8:7)
また、第 12 行目「私たち　永遠に生きられますように」とは、以下の引用に
ある聖句が対応します。
I will not die but live, and will proclaim what the Lord has done. (Psalm 118:17)
Jesus said to her, “I am the resurrection and the life. The one who believes in 
















“A Valediction: Forbidding Mourning”
As virtuous men pass mildly away, 
And whisper to their souls to go, 
Whilst some of their sad friends do say,
“Now his breath goes,” and some say, “No.”
So let us melt, and make no noise, 5
No tear-fl oods, nor sigh-tempests move;
’Twere profanation of our joys 
To tell the laity our love. 
Moving of th’ earth brings harms and fears;
Men reckon what it did, and meant; 10
But trepidation of the spheres, 
Though greater far, is innocent. 
Dull sublunary lovers’ love 
(Whose soul is sense) cannot admit 
Of absence, ’cause it doth remove 15
The thing which elemented it. 
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But we by a love so much refi ned,
That ourselves know not what it is, 
Inter-assured of the mind, 
Careless, eyes, lips and hands to miss. 20
Our two souls therefore, which are one, 
Though I must go, endure not yet 
A breach, but an expansion, 
Like gold to aery thinness beat. 
If they be two, they are two so 25
As stiff twin compasses are two; 
Thy soul, the fi x’d foot, makes no show 
To move, but doth, if th’ other do. 
And though it in the centre sit, 
Yet, when the other far doth roam, 30
It leans, and hearkens after it, 
And grows erect, as that comes home. 
Such wilt thou be to me, who must,
Like th’ other foot, obliquely run;
Thy fi rmness makes my circle just, 35




































































































































In a sense we’ve come to our nation’s capital to cash a check. When the 
architects of our republic wrote the magnifi cent words of the Constitution 
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and the Declaration of Independence, they were signing a promissory note to 
which every American was to fall heir. This note was a promise that all men, 
yes, black men as well as white men, would be guaranteed the “unalienable 
Rights” of “Life, Liberty and the pursuit of Happiness.” It is obvious today 
that America has defaulted on this promissory note, insofar as her citizens of 
color are concerned. Instead of honoring this sacred obligation, America has 
given the Negro people a bad check, a check which has come back marked 
“insuffi cient funds.” 
But we refuse to believe that the bank of justice is bankrupt. We refuse to 
believe that there are insuffi cient funds in the great vaults of opportunity of 
this nation. And so, we’ve come to cash this check, a check that will give us 
upon demand the riches of freedom and the security of justice. 






















































“Before the Birth of One of Her Children”
All things within this fading world hath end,
Adversity doth still our joys atttend;
No ties so strong, no friends so dear and sweet,
But with death's parting blow is sure to meet.
The sentence past is most irrevocable,
A common thing, yet oh, inevitable.
How soon, my Dear, death may my steps attend,
How soon’t may be thy lot to lose  thy friend  ,
We both are ignorant, yet  love bids me  
 These farewell lines to recommend to thee,  
 That when that knot’s untied that made us one  ,
I may seem thine, who am none.
And if I see not half my days that’s due,
What nature would, God grant to yours and you;
The many faults that well you know I ahve
Let be interred in my oblivious grave;
If any worth or virtue were in me,
Let that live freshly in thy memory
And when thee feel’st no grief, as I no harms,
And when thy loss shall be repaid with gains
Look to my little babes, my dear remains.
And if thou love thyself, or love’st me,
These O protect from step-dame’s injury.
And if chance to thine eyes shall bring this verse,
With some sad sighs honour my absent hearse;
And kiss this paper for thy love’s dear sake,











どんなにすばやく　 あなたの友人  を失う運命に　あなたは　あるので
しょうか
わたしたち二人とも知りませんけれど　 愛が　わたしに  
 こうしたさよならの手紙をあなたへと　命じます  










































信じていた訳ではないと断言する批評家もいます。（Samuel Eliot Morrison, 




















“A Letter to Her Husband, Absent upon Publick Employment”
My head, my heart, mine eyes, my life, nay more,
My joy, my magazine of earthly store,
 If two be one, as surely thou and I,  
How stayest thou there, whilst I at Ipswich lie?
So many steps, head from the heart to sever,
If but a neck, soon should we be together.
I, like the Earth this season, mourn in black,
My Sun is gone so far in's zodiac,
Whom whilst I ’joyed, nor storms, nor frost I felt,
 His warmth such frigid colds did cause to melt.  
 My chilled limbs now numbed lie forlorn  ;
Return; return, sweet Sol, from Capricorn;
In this dead time, alas, what can I more
than view those fruits which through thy heart I bore?
Which sweet contentment yield me for a space,
True living pictures of their father’s face.
O strange effect! now thou art southward gone,
I weary grow the tedious day so long;
But when thou northward to me shalt return,
I wish my Sun may never set, but burn
 Within the Cancer of my glowing breast,  
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The welcome house of him my dearest guest.
Where ever, ever stay, and go not thence,
Till nature’s sad decree shall call thee hence;
Flesh of thy fl esh, bone of thy bone,











 太陽の温かみは　どんな厳しい冷たさも　解かしてしまった  










































































（本稿は、2019 年 12 月 21 日に開催された立教英米文学会講演会の口頭発表
にもとづくものである。）
